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Eventually, I mumbled: "With these observations, may I conclude
my presentation." Everybody laughed. I could not even under-
stand why they did and I remained perplexed. Meanwhile,
Sarangapani had gone up to the dais and had begun to speak
with enormous power and vigour. I too joined in giving him a
big hand.

A few days later, in an open lot in the bazaar, adjacent to the
temple, a huge public meeting was held. I watched with my mouth
agape as Sarangapani, barely 12-years-old, blasted the Brahmins
and denounced God and the "obscenities" in our puranas.

To reach his house Sarangapani had to walk through our street.
As he passed by, we used to hide in a little room on the pial and
shout: "Down with Sarangapani!" But he would thrust his chest
out and stride boldly onwards.

My mind was filled with agony because I could not talk like
Sarangapani. I simply could not accept any of the views that he
expressed. I was confident that I could figure out effective arguments
to refute his contentions. I longed to be able to get on a platform
and rebut Sarangapani.

I went to his house many a time and argued with him heatedly.
I gathered my Brahmin friends and held "public meetings" in the
pials of houses in the agraharam. I spoke at those "meetings."

Sarangapani's name was soon known all over the town. My friends
and I could only jump around ferociously within our agraharam.

That same Sarangapani, a good friend who now goes by the name
K. Viramani, is today a leading figure in the Dravida Kazhagam
and editor of its newspaper, Viduthalai.

An election was held in 1946. The Congress Party had been
assigned the yellow [ballot] box. In our town the candidate who
opposed the Congress was assigned the green box.
I wanted to get up on platforms and make speeches supporting
the Congress, opposing the white man, and expounding the justice
and the necessity of India's attainment of freedom. By that time I
was bold enough to believe that I had the ability to do so.
There were many in my family who had some contact with political
activity. Thus, when I called at the local Congress Party election
office, I was recognized by the workers and was given badges,
handbills, and the like for distribution.